Travels in Two Democracies

go with her. She bossed the Russians around with benevolent
condescension and oppressed the other tourists with monologues
which suggested that she was suffering from the neurosis known
as "total recall." When I saw them, at a later stage of the jour-
ney, the special guide had in her eyes a look of mute unspeak-
able suffering. Yet I liked this old lady: she could never have
been produced by any other country than America.

I found myself, traveling "soft," with a lady tourist from
Prague, a Turk from the Embassy in Moscow and a Russian
boy who was some sort of engineer and had been working on
the Moscow subway. The Turk was a most amiable man and
had rescued the Czecho-Slovak lady, a little Germanic woman
with spectacles, who spoke excellent French, from the discom-
forts of the "hard" carriage. He answered her questions about
Russia with, it seemed to me, intelligence and sympathy. She
said that things were terribly bad in Czecho-Slovakia, that
people were frightened of fascism and that the result of
Czech nationalism since the depression had been that the Ger-
man inhabitants were being turned out of their jobs. She won-
dered when the other countries would learn to straighten out
their economy sensibly the way the Russians had. She was one
of a whole group whom I encountered, beginning with the Eng-
lishman on the boat, of middle class people dependent on their
salaries, in jobs which required special training, who, without
any Marxist ideology, had been coming to have doubts about
the capitalist system and were using their vacations to come
over and take a look at what was going on in Russia. She con-
fided to me later, when I was taking her around, that she
wanted so much to hear "The Comintern song." It turned out
that she meant "The International." I asked Whether she had
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